His are the quiet steeps of dreamland,

The waters of no-more-pain,
His ramys bell rings *neath an. arch of starss

'Rest, rest and rest again.9

SUPPER

I supped where bloomed the red red rose,

And a bird in the tree

Looked on my sweet white bread and whistled
Tunes to me.

And a wasp prowled in the evening light,

My honey all about;
And the martin to her sun-baked nest
Swept in and out.

I sat so still in the garden

That wasp and leaf and bird
Seemed as I dreamed the only things
That had ever stirred.

MRS.   MACQUEEN
With glass like a bulFs-eye,
And shutters of green,
Down on the cobbles
Lives Mrs. MacQueen.
At six she rises ;
At nine you see
Her candle shine out
In the linden tree;
And at half-past nine
Not a sound is nigh,
But the bright moon's creeping
Across the sky;
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